U4             LliT HUM BE SCULPTURE

certainly are  not  wage-slaves.    In that  they  are  indeed
" lucky " beggars.

The uncertainty in which artists live with, regard to their
incomes makes them into Micawbors, who are always expect?
ing something to turn up. If they are accused of extravagance,
this only argues the inherent hopefulness in the artist's
nature. The artist is the world's scapegoat. He has a reputa-
tion for profligacy in living. One critic wrote that Gauguin
could not possibly make fine works as he Ixad had illegitimate
children in Tahiti* Did not Stephen Crane say that
if an artist is seen just clinking a glass of beer, it was
immediately called from the house-tops: '"Look at Jones,
the artist, what a drunkard ! "

Was not Rembrandt a terrible drunkard ? Look at his
portraits of himself. It is said that he has condemned himself
out of his own self-portraits alone. Degas said that to make a
fine work of art was similar to committing a crime. A cryptic
saying from a Master j a saying with wide implications,
Toulouse Lautrec is an artist with a reputation for debauchery,
Yet look at Ms drawings and paintings, and where do you
see the results of debauchery ? There is nothing loose, care-
less, or feeble in them. The drawing is sensitive and tense 5
the compositions are thought out, the work of a great artist
with acute observation. The legend of the debauched artist
is just a legend*

When it comes to portraits, sitters are as a rule filled with
the desire to be flattered, as they are by the photographer,
I have sometimes been compelled to ask a sitter why he chose
me to do his portrait. An old lady at the end of a series of
sittings said : " And I thought you were going to make me
young and beautiful/' Of course, I had to reassure her about
her beauty (but it was the beauty of old age) ; as to the
youth : " Ou sont les neiges d'antan ? " Children I love to
do, but not at the command of their parents. They likewise
want to see them as angels with wings on, and not just lovply
and charmipg, or roguish and capricious,

Of &n exhibition of portraits of my daughter, Peggy Jean,
two  to   four   years   of  age,   a  well-known  writer-critic